Ill

So the King died, almost sublime at last; and the ridiculous
succeeded. A ruddy old gentleman with short, white hair
trotted about town on foot and displayed a most unroyal
tendency to say what he thought. The Court looked on
aghast; the Guards enjoyed the unusual spectacle of a
sovereign long past riding " with a great pair of gold spurs
half-way up his legs like a game-cock "; and Mr. Greville
surveyed his royal master with the cheerful prediction that
" if he doesn't go mad, he may make a very decent King."

His Parliament, obedient to a demise of the Crown, dis-
solved. But while candidates prepared for their exertions,
strange news arrived from Paris. The streets had risen,
swept by an unusual fervour for the Constitution. There
was a roar of Vive Id Charte ! and, in hoarser tones, a A bas
les Bourbons I and even of Vive Napoleon II. Stray carts
and paving-stones became barricades. The King was
shooting at Rambouillet. But the din rose on the still air
of a French summer. There was a rattle of musketry; and
as the raw smoke curled and hung above the city, old ghosts
walked Paris on the uproar, where a Swiss Guard defended
one more palace, and Lafayette, a little shaky at seventy-
three, was hurried down the roaring streets to save mankind
again at the H6tel de Ville. The tumult deepened, and
Marmont in the confusion quite forgot to betray his master.
But the troops tired quickly in the hot streets. There was a
sound of wheels on the road to Normandy; and as the dust
receded, the King of France was halfway to England, whilst
his unnatural cousin paraded the bland features of Louis
Philippe before tearful crowds and reigned (by a subtle
change) as King of the French,

The news was lively; and Lord Palmerston wrote grimly
to a colleague : " Charles X. seems at last to have passed
the Rubicon. How long will it be before he also passes the
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